134              JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER       [CHAP. x.

" Let winds that "blow from heaven refresh,

Dear Lord, the languid air j

And let the weakness of the flesh

Thy strength of spirit share.

" And, if the eye must fail of light,

The ear forget to hear,
Make clearer still the spirit's sight>
More fine the inward ear !

* Be near me in mine hours of need

To soothe, or cheer, or warn,
And down these slopes of sunset lead
As up the hills of morn ! "

It is safe to say that no other American poet, and
perhaps no other poet of this age, has painted his own
career with such absolute truthfulness, or weighed him-
self in a balance so delicate.